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the two Irishmen meditated. Despite all his determination,
he found himself beginning to doze, so he rose and stole
silently out of the cavern unobserved in the darkness by the
other two, who, he guessed, must have fallen asleep. He
reached his lair, lay down comfortably amongst the seaweed
and slept deeply until morning. At daylight he cautiously
returned to the cavern and found all his companions still
sleeping and his rough defences undisturbed. He at once
set about the preparation of breakfast, and McClashin,
awaking, offered to help him. At the sound of voices Hen-
nessey also got up and gave Rashleigh a greeting in a hesi-
tating, furtive manner which contrasted strongly with his
assumed heartiness of last night.
*And how did you sleep?' McClashin asked Rashleigh as
they were eating.
'Well enough/ Rashleigh answered, refusing to be drawn.
'And I did so too/ said the Irishman, 'only the moskeeters
were troublesome.'
This was the only indication the two ruffians gave that
they were puzzled, and the rest of the day passed quietly,
without any sign of a renewal of the attack by the blacks.
Towards nightfall, leaving Hennessey on guard against the
blacks, McClashin and Rashleigh went out to fish, returning
to the cavern as soon as they had caught enough for two good
meals. The two sick men ate a little of the broiled fish and,
after doing what he could to ease their wounds by rebinding
and cleaning, Rashleigh lay down to smoke his pipe beside
Roberts as on the previous night. Again he stole out to his
secret sleeping-place, but it was some hours before he finally
fell into a dream-troubled slumber. He dreamed first that
he was at home as a boy playing with his only sister when,
a childish quarrel occurring, she was suddenly changed into
a hideous creature with demoniac features which slightly
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